ani Deaih | 

Their give me leave to goc* - 

Bu/» Whither?' 

R^.. Whither willjfol werefrom your fights.’ 

BhI. Goefomeof you convey himto the Tower. 

Rfc^. Oh gOodi convey-: ' Conveyers are you all, . ' I 
That rife thus nimbly by a true kings fell. ' I 

Bui- On wednefday ncxti we fblemnly fet downe I 
Our Coronation ; Lords' prepare your felves* Sxeutii, I 
■Aby»t. A wdfull Pageant bane we here beheld. I 
Crfr/.The woe’s to.come,tbecfaildrcn yet un-borne, J 
Shall fcele this day as fiharpe to them as thome. I 

jium.'ion holy clergy-men,is there no plot, j 

To rid the Realmc of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbou Before I freely fpfeake my minde herein, i 
You fhall not onely take the Saaament, 

To bury mine intents, but alfo to effedt 

What ever I fhall happen to dcvile* j 

I fee your browes are full of dilcontent. 

Your heart of forrow,and your eyes of tcares. 

Come home with me to fupperj ale lay a plot 

Shall Ihew us all a merry day. \ 


Sc^na ^rima. 


Ettter ^ueenty and Ladies* 9 

,^.This way the King will come: this is the way i 

To Itilists Cafars ill-erreded Tower: 

To whofe flint bofbme,m.y-condemned Lord ■ 

Is doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Butlifigbroe){e% ^ 

Here let Us reft, if this 'rebellious Earth k 

Have any refling for her true Kings Qjjcene. - * < 

Enter Richard and Card* — ‘ 

But fbft, but fee> or rather doe not lee, ■ - • ’ 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke up j behold* ‘ 
ThatyouinpittymaydilTolveto dewydi '■ 

And 


ef Richard the fecond. 

And wafti him frdli againe with true-love teares." 

Ah thou-the modcll where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richards lonhCt 
And not King R ichard : thou moft beauteous inne, 
why fhould hard-favor’d griefe be lodg’d in thee. 

When triumph is become an Ale-houfegueft ? 

Rich. loyne not with griefe, faire Woman, doe not fo. 
To make my end toofudden jlearne good foule. 

To tHnke our former S tate a happy dreame, 

From which awak’d.the truth of what we are, 

Shewes us but this. I am fworne Brother ( fweet) 

To grim necelfity ; and he and 1 

Will keepea League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in Ibme Religious houfe: 

Our holy lives muft win a new worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophanehoures here have throwne downe^ 
What, is my Rtehard both in lhape and mind 
Transfon^,and weikcn’d ? Hath Bullmgbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hebeeneinthy heart? 
The Lyon dying thru (let h forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing clle, withfage 
To be o’re-povvr’d : and wilt thou,Pupil-like; 

Take thy Corredion mildly, liilTet;he Rodde, 

And fawnc on rage with bale humility. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Bealls.'* 

A King of beattsindced,if aught but beaft, 

I had beene ftill i happy King of Men. 

Good (fornttime Queene) pi cpareiheehencefor France: 
T hinke I am dead, and that even heare thou tak’ft. 

As firem my death..bed,my la ft living leave. 

In \vititers tcadious night fit by ihc fire 

With gpod old folkes , and let them tell thee tales 

Of vyoelull ages, long agoe betide : 

And ere thou bid goodpighc, to quit their gfiefe, 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And fend tlie hearers weeping to theic beds : 

£®'^'^hy;^ the fencclefTe Brands will fympaihiic ' : 

hehcayy accent^of my moovieg tongue, 

' . I And 
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